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Broken down bus blues 


Author's Notes: 
| do NOT own Megadeth or any part thereof, no malice is intended. Purely a work of fiiction 


Chapters are short so | don't ‘carry on’ and bore anyone. haven't written in a while. 


The wheels on the bus go round and round.and round and round... 


Those were the thoughts occupying my brain as | stirred in half sleep, moving so that one slim calf dangled 
over the side of my upper bunk. 


Upper bunk.upper. Who was below me again? Oh..shit! No. 


My thought came too late as teeth closed on my calf. | let out a yelp of pain and tumbled out of the bunk, a 


miraculous twist in midair set my hands and knees under me to land on toes and fingertips. 


That fucker! Grah grinned at me like a stupid bobbleheaded doll, a cheshire-like grin plastered on his face. 
"Did we have a nice sleep?" , he crooned at me, sarcasm dripping off his tongue. 

| lunged off the floor, and landed on top of him, cuffing with fists and feet, my fury evident. 

Grah yelled for the others. "Wake up! Torchy's murdering me againl! Helllllp!". 


Choke, our drummer, hauled me off Grah and tossed me at Ant, who filled the position of our lead guitarist: 
Ant handed me my book, which he'd borrowed from me. 


"Here, it was a good read, thanks. I'll trade you bunks, okay?" 


| nodded, and climbed into the top bunk opposite where Grah was now lying, held down by Choke. He stuck his 


tongue out at me, and | uttered a threat in return. 
"Step the fuck off, five stringer!" 


He shot me a dirty look. | gave him a steady, unwavering, glare. With middle finger accompaniment. 


"Would you two STOP? Pleasel?" 

It was Ant. Ant was the voice of reason in this, a sea of hate. Well, perhaps ‘hate’ was too strong a word. If | 
wanted to say I'd love to rip Grah's face off at this point, that would be closer to the truth. Nobody bit me 
and got away with it. 

This wasn't over by a long shot. 

We arrived at the hotel, and unloaded our bags. | stayed close to Ant, while Choke kept Grah under wraps. We 


needed to be on our best behavior, whatever THAT was. 


It wasn't every day Nine Iron got to open for Megadeth, and we were all nerves on edge as we went to our 


assigned rooms. 


Rooms on the same floor as those of the members of Megadeth. 


FFS! Behave! 
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After checking into the room | would share with Ant, | was ready to explore the hotel a little bit. Ant was 
crashed out on his bed, so | wrote him a note on the hotel stationary and headed out into the hallway. 


What awaited me there would replay itself in my head like a bad spagetti western 
Groh. 

At one end of the hallway. 

With a bottle of Jack Daniels in his hand 

And me, with a penchant for heavy drinking, at the other. 

Eyes narrowed. Fists clenched. 

"Cocktease." Grah muttered. 

"Fucker!" | shot back at a higher volume. And ran at him from my end of the hall 
It all happened so fast, | barely had time to revert to Martial Arts mode. 


Grah's fist shot past my head, ruffling my past shoulder length hair. | countered with an elbow block, followed 
right away by my right fist. 


There was a huff as Grah's breath was knocked out of him. My fist connected with force and accuracy, 
sending him reeling back. As if by instinct, | reached out to snatch the falling bottle of whisky from midair. 
"Holy fuck! That was amazing!" 

And.. 

| thought | liked my drink.” 


The voices behind me caught me off guard and | crouched in a Tiger defense stance. 


Standing in the hallway were Dave Mustaine and David Ellefsen. 


Taking the cap off the bottle, | took a long pull on it, replaced the cap and tossed it to Dave. He caught it as 
deftly as when | had snatched it out of the air a few minutes before. 


Finish it off if you want 
Then | crouched over Grah, straddling his legs. He was regaining his composure. 


"The next time you want to fuck with me, remember what | can do to you. | hope this time wasn't TOO painful 


Next time, | won't hold back" 

And | got up and walked away. 

Grah sat up and looked back at Dave and David, who were still standing there. 
"Girlfriend?" David asked him. 

Grah shook his head. 

Dave Mustaine grinned at both of them. 

"That", he said, turning to David Ellefsen, "was the Rhythm Guitarist:" 


David mouthed a small ‘whoa’. 


Walk 
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| stalked down the hall, not wanting to look back at Grah. This trip was turning into a fucking disaster, and | was 
not having any fun yet. 


"Hey, wait up!" 


| turned to see who was shouting at me. It was David Ellefsen and it looked like he had Gar Samuelson with him. 
| stopped and let them catch up to me. 


"Where you headed?" Gar asked me. 

"Thought I'd go to the liquor store and get another bottle of whisky. Care to tag along?" 
They both smiled and nodded 

"Dave's pickin’ your buddy off the floor there", Gar informed me. | shrugged 

"He really had it coming, He bit my leg on the bus. 


That revelation raised two pairs of eyebrows. | looked at them with a ‘what? look on my face. They both broke 


out in snickers of laughter. 

| would have said ‘what's eating you?” but we already know. Him!" 

David cracked up at his own joke. 

His remark incited more laughter as Ant walked up to join us. 

"Hey, Torchy. Did Grah bite you again?!" 

| rolled my eyes in a what-else-is-new expression, and Ant shrugged in response. 
"Bad childhood. Go figure", Gar spoke up. 


| nodded in agreement. That actually made a lot of sense to me. 


Grah always did like to bite people, no idea why. He just did it, so it became the thing to watch out for. Some 


smoked. Some drank a lot. 
Grah.. well, Grah bit people. 


We all kept walking along, conversation mixed with laughter and a few belches from Gar, which oddly enough, 


sparked more laughter. 

While Ant and Gar walked on ahead, | talked to David. 

"What's the story with your buddy there? He's so quiet" | asked him. 

"Dave? Normally, he likes to talk.unless he meets someone he takes a liking to". 

| thought this over. 

Dave, standing tall and quiet in the hall, his mop of wavy red hair in his eyes. 
Watching the fight between Grah and |. 

He was watching me. Now | knew why he was quiet. 

| looked at David in silent comprehension. | understood now, and he knew | understood. 
Something was set in motion now. 


That much we all knew. 


Good Luck out there... 
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The night of the show closed in on us all quickly. Grah and | still weren't quite over our fight, and Ant and 
Choke dealt with it as best they could, which was the usual method. 


Keep us apart until we had to go onstage. Onstage, we wouldn't risk making any kind of scene. We could fight if 


we wanted to, but what we at least agreed on was the love of the game. 
And tonight, our set was our game. 


The place was packed, the smell of cigarettes and alcohol dominated the air, striking my nostrils with the 


reality of it all. We were about to open for the band Megadeth. 

They were making their album debut, called ‘Killing Is My Business 

| breathed in deeply, with each breath calming myself to the task at hand. 
Nine Iron was going to be remembered, We could do this. 

Yeah, 

And then, the REAL reality hit me. 


What the fuck were we doing here?! | could feel the panic begin to take hold of me, but then, something 


wonderful happened. 
A reassuring hand took a gentle grip on my shoulder and squeezed 

"You okay?" Chris Poland asked me. | nodded, feeling a little better that, at least someone cared to ask 
David Ellefsen was standing with Gar Samuelsen on the other side of me. They both smiled 


My bandmates were standing in front of me. They always did, as | was the vocalist of the group, not just 
Rhythm guitar. | had a lot more to focus on than they did, so they gave me my space to do so. 


The lights came up, and the cheering started, a mixture of whistles, howls and whoops. 


| could feel the energy of the crowd, and started to feed on it. | was ready to do this. 


My bandmates walked out onto the stage, and | waited for my cue from Ant. | wasn't the star here, just the 


most nervous one. 
David Ellefsen grasped my hand in a firm handshake. "Go get ‘em" He said to me. 


| turned to go, and a hand shot out and grabbed my shoulder. | turned back around, caught a wisp of red hair, 


and five 0' clock shadow brushed my cheek as lips met mine. 


| leaned into Dave's kiss, as | heard my bandmates start into our first song. Luckily they picked one with a long 


intro. 


My vocals and guitar parts came later, about three minutes into the song. Ant was playing my immediate 
parts, letting me take lead for this time. 


A gentle hand held my face, thumb caressing my cheek. | had to break away, the solo was coming up fast. 


| looked into Dave Mustaine's soulful eyes before | turned and bolted on stage, fingers tearing over my guitar's 
fretboard, strings becoming part of them. 


The crowd erupted into an endless wave of cheers and whoops, egging me on to greater speed and savagery. 
Or perhaps it was the kiss. 


But whatever it was, it sure caused my fingers to get sweaty. | kept playing like a woman possessed. | hadn't 


worked on this solo, so | figured since | was on a roll, I'd better milk it for all it was worth. 


Finally, | stopped and put a fist into the air in thanks, lowering my head to give thanks to those cheering for 
me. And that's when | noticed the drops of blood on the stage at my feet. 


On my guitar..and on my fingertips. 


And then... 
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| kept my fist raised in the air, walking to the front microphone as | did so. 

"See? Nine Iron bleeds for you! And we will continue to sweat it out!" | yelled into the mic. 

The crowd didn't need a better reason to cheer even louder. 

They broke into chants of "Iron! Iron! Iron!" as my blood dripped from my raised fist down towards my elbow. | 
kept smiling, and threw my guitar pick into the crowd. A guy caught it and waved it in his hand for all near 


him to see. 


Choke tossed a drum stick to his left, a girl catching, and clutching it for dear life as others tried to wrest it 
from her grasp. Ant tossed a pick, Grah just grinned and waved. He didn't use picks. 


Off to my right, | caught the looks of the boys from Megadeth. Dave gave me a ‘thumbs up’, David grinned, 
Chris whistled and Gar smiled. Before | turned to face front, | caught Dave giving me a wink. ‘See you later, 
after the show' , he mouthed at me. 


We did a few more numbers, and took a break. | washed the blood off my arms and had my fingertips 
bandaged. My knuckles had also been bleeding. Oh well. 


| had a feeling, given the kind of music we played, that they might yet bleed again before the night was 
through. 


| wish | was wrong more often. 
| was slugging down a pint of beer, when | heard a familiar voice close to me. 
And it wasn't anyone | liked. 


(Yes, | actually DID like Grah. He's my bandmate, and my friend. We were just having a tiff right now, was all) 


Torchy, don't look down, | told myself. Too late. | looked. 


"Hey, | know you, um how are you, um, doing?! 
y y y g 


Lars Ulrich, a major douchebag. 


This guy had cheated me out of a whole whack of my older brother's Superman comic books, telling me they 
weren't anything I'd like, so | should give them to him. 


Okay, so maybe | liked the Punisher way more, but still. My brother GAVE ME those books. And here's this 
little shit again, only this time with a taller, drugged looking blonde guy. And another guy | knew and got along 
with. 

"Hi Cliff, how's you holding up?" | smiled at Cliff, genuinely interested to know how he was. 

"Doin okay, you?" came his usual laid back answer. He handed me a joint. 

"Keep it for later. And ignore Lars, he doesn't know what he's talking about, too stoned". 


The tall blonde guy didn't say much of anything at all. At least nothing I'd care to remember. 


Dave came over, David beside him. Gar and Choke went off to get more drinks, Ant, Chris and Grah mingled 
with some of the girls in the club. 


Lars eyed him suspiciously. Dave eyed him right back, a snarl on his lip. 
"Dave." 

"Lars." 

The blonde guy bounced on his toes as he extended his hand to shake mine. 
"Hey, I'm James. Nice set up there". 

| managed a smile to be polite. 

"Thanks". 


Dave and Lars had not broken eye contact. Cliff waved a joint between them, but they stared right on past it 
at each other. Giving up, Cliff shuffled over to help Gar and Choke with the beer. 


| put a hand on Dave's shoulder. 
"He's not worth it, trust me". 


Dave relaxed a bit, but Lars took full advantage of the situation. 


"What, you let a girl tell you what to do now? A pussy? Does she hold your hand to cross the street too?" 
| turned to face Lars, almost a full head taller than he was. And in my hi-tops no less. 


"| wouldn't talk that way to him, if | were you. But I'm not you. I'm actually intelligent enough to see an ass 


kicking coming a mile away." 
Lars made a funny face. | prayed it would freeze that way. 


"Well, um, do you tuck him in at night? Do you, um , think he's going to, um, hit me or something? He 


wouldn't". 
Dave made a grunt noise right about then It sounded like he was trying to keep from laughing. 


"Go on.push her. | dare you", he hissed at Lars. 


„AIl hell broke loose 


Lars snorted. 

"Why, what could she do to me?? In fact, what could any of you do?" 

Dave shook his head. 

"Just push her. Just once. You'll find out..." 

Lars laughed, a sound every bit as annoying as his speaking voice. 

"Why, is she going to cry? Will she say she broke a nail?" 

| had reached my limit, but | was waiting for it. For anything to fuel my anger. 
Then it happened. 

"Wahhh poor little girl, she's gonna go cry, wahhh!" 

Lars continued to blab on and on 

"The only thing around here getting nailed is going to be you" | hissed through my teeth. 
Lars feigned mock fear. "Why, is Davey, your big, bad boyfriend going to hit me?" 
David had to put his two bits worth in, giving Lars the finger. 

Lars turned to look, and there it was. 

The opening | needed, thanks Junior. 

THUD! SMACK! 


My left fist, with its cut open knuckles collided with Lar's right cheek, followed by an uppercut from my right 
fist. 


He fell back, caught completely offguard. | still wasn't done. 
Lars spun around, dizzy and wild eyed, looking to see if Dave had moved. 


Clearly, even in his clouded mind, Dave was too far away for an attack of that impact, even with his reach. 


As he turned to gasp "Youll" at me, | swung again, catching him right square on the chin. 
And down he went. 

Out cold. 

James came running over, no longer in a friendly mood. 


| readied myself for the punch | knew would be coming, but no punch came. 


And | saw the reason why. 
Dave had James by the shirt collar, spinning him around and flipping him onto a heavy wooden table. 


The table broke in half under James’ weight. Lars still lay in the corner, muttering incoherantly. Cliff dragged 


James up by one hand, and walked him towards the door and outside. 


A short, raven haired guy, grabbed hold of Lars and half walked, half dragged him outside too. Someone said 


the guy's name was Kirk. 
| didn't care what his name was, he looked gay. 


Really, really gay. 


Ant, Chris, Grah, Choke and Gar came running over. 

"What the fuck happened here? And why didn't we get fo have any fun?" 

Ant was disappointed, to say the least. Grah was livid. 

"A fight??? And | MISSED IT?!" 

David was bubbling about it, going over the whole thing from beginning to end. 
And me? 


Hell, | just wanted to go backstage and rest. 


Tender Loving care 


We sat backstage while Dave and company performed, my knuckles bruised and bloodied, my anger subsiding. 
Lars and James had been taken home by Cliff and the Fruitcake known as Kirk. 


| sat, numb to the core, while my bandmates took their showers in the dressing room, changed and left me to 


my own peace and quiet. 
Grah, tapped me on the shoulder, apologizing for not being there to help me out. 
| told him not to worry about it, that | wasn't mad at him. 


With a chorus of ‘meet you at the hotel laters they filed out to meet up with the Megadeth boys for more 


booze. 


| undressed and went to the showers, already feeling the relief to come from the warm water. | turned the 


tap on and stepped in. 
Ahh, feeling much better already. 


| was standing there under the warm water, eyes closed, letting the warmth of it run over me, when | was 


suddenly aware | was not alone. 


A soft sponge was making its way over my shoulders, and down my back, as the gentle caress of a hand on 


my lower abdomen made its way up to my chest. 
Five O' clock shadow on my neck, teeth gently nibbled my shoulder. 
Dave. 


| turned around to face him, letting him enfold me in his strong arms. Wet red hair tickled my upper back, as 
he rested his chin on my shoulder, my cheek against his chest. 


It had been a long day. 


Caught up 


| felt all my cares drift away in his embrace. His lips moved about my neck, teeth nibbling and nipping. 
Both hands started to explore my body, as his mouth found mine. 


Dave gave a light grunt and lifting me up, steadied me against the shower wall. | could tell he was hard and he 


also seemed to know | was ready for him. 


He lowered me onto him, and | felt his hard cock push inside of me. | nipped his shoulder and moaned in his ear, 


as he started to thrust deeper. And | knew that wasn't even all he had. 


He was very thick, and | was about to wonder if he'd be able to get all of it inside me, when there was a 


sharp stab of pain and he went to work with his hips. 
| hope I'm not hurting you", he murmured into my ear, "I want you to feel all of me". 
| held onto him tightly. 


"Do it. No shortcuts", | told him. 


He bucked his hips again, and more throbs of pain shot through me, only this time along with the pleasured 


strokes of that sweet spot women have within. 


Dave held me as he lowered us both to the shower room floor, which had been kept warm by the water 


hitting it. 

He deepened his strokes, my breath caught in my throat and | moaned loudly. 

| forgot about the accoustics in a shower, just as | also forgot my band isn't a solo project. 
Dave must have forgotten about being in Megadeth, because a funny look registered 

on his face when we looked up to see both sets of bandmates standing there, jaws agape. 
Nobody moved, 

Nobody made a sound. 


And then..Gar made a noise. 


Oh..My... 


"Waaaahahahahahahahahahal!" 

Gar's laughter reverberated off the walls of not only the shower, but the dressing room as well 
And into the hall. 

Other bands setting up for their sets, thought there was a madman loose in the club. 


Dave and | were mortified, and fearing someone else would come in looking for the sound, we started shouting 
at our bandmates. 


Forgetting that the sound of shouting also travels. Pretty far too. 


From out in the club was heard the following: 


Chris - "Holy shit, | can't belive you're in here fucking each other's brains out!" 
And.. 
Dave -"Oh thanks, tell the whole fucking place, why don't you?!" 


Gar - "Whaaaahahahahahwheeee, they're FUCKING in the showers!" 


David - "For fuck's sake, shut up, Gar! You play drums like a fucking praying mantis, and do we complain?! 


Nooo0000!" 

Ant - "Dude, you just complained!" 

David - "Holy fuck! just did, didn't 1?" 

Me - " Can you just all go away so certain people can put some clothes on??" 
Grah - "Uh huh" 

Choke - " C'mon you guys.and by c'mon, | mean.DID YA?!" 

Dave and | (in unison) - "GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE ALREADY, YOU GUYSII" 


Our shouting and yelling had, by then, attracted a small crowd outside the dressing room, so when Dave and | 


finally emerged, we were greeted by cheers , howls, whistles and whoops from close to fifty people. 


Not to mention we both turned a great shade of red. 


H could be worse... 


We took the cheers, high fives, handshakes and pats on the back in good humor. 
Roadies and other bands all knew what went on backstage, and kept quiet about it. 

So here we both were thinking that we were safe and okay, when David came up to us with a shocked look on 
his face. 

A VERY shocked look 

"What are you looking like that for? What the fuck's wrong with you??" | asked him. 
David looked really, really uncertain about what he was going to say next. 

Finally, he managed to point a finger across the room. 

Across the room at a television screen. 

A television screen with a picture of two people having sex in what looked like a shower. 
People who looked a hell of a lot like Dave and |. 

Then the horror of it hit us.. 

„lt WAS Dave and | I 

A really annoying voice spoke up. 

"You know, um.if | hadn't, um.seen it with my own eyes." 

Lars. 


"Oooh, that little fucking troll! " 


Dave stood up, strode across the room in three long strides and stood looking down at Lars. And Dave was 


seething! 
"| promised myself." Dave began "that | would never do this to another guy... 


He furrowed his brows and the snarl came to his lip. 


" but this is going WAY TOO FUCKING FAR!" 


And that was the point where Dave Mustaine lifted a Converse sneaker'd foot, and kicked Lars Ulrich swiftly..in 
the balls... 

2 “OOOOFFFFFII...” 

All the air left Lars‘ lungs as he clutched his nutsack, sinking to the floor. 

| stood over him, looking down. 

| can't belive you. You fucking retard. Do you think that was funny? Well?! Do ya?!" 

David and the others looked down at Lars, in his state of agony. 

Now Gar had a reason to laugh. "I know.” he said to Lars "that you don't find THIS one bit funny. But | sure as 
And he then commenced laughing, David joining him. Now WE were the ones laughing, drawing it out on purpose 
to further insult Lars. 

Cliff was holding the video camera, aimed at Lars, while a black eyed Kirk sat sullenly in a corner. 

That was what we called ‘getting the last laugh’ for all time. Lars wouldn't be able to live this incident down for 
a long time, and it was a safe bet nobody else would forget it either. 


End. 


~ Note: Read and Review if you like. 


